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jumped the topic to my smooth cheeks.   Repeatedly
he shook his head.

"No, no, Haji.  If you stay in Mecca you must grow
a beard."

Coffee and tea were served.   Feisal told me that the
latter drink, which is not popular in Arabia, had been
bought specially for me.   Husein's embossed silver tea-
set would have awakened cupidity in museum curators.
As usual the coffee possessed a rich, almost alcoholic
taste (I know the flavour of liquor from the days before
my conversion).   The aroma was produced by a liberal
admixture of loban called "Balm of Mecca" in some
European pharmacopoeias.   Men find this rock upon
the hills around the town.   Like coal, it is inflammable.
Frequently I have picked up pieces on the open mounds
beyond the walls, and youngsters love to go there in
order that they may put matches thereto and produce
a clean, very sweet-smelling vapour that has antiseptic
properties.

Loban is put into beverages, into cigarettes, and when

burnt in stuffy places it purifies the air.   Outwardly

the balm looks a greyish crystalline mass, but when

aflame it melts to a kind of sticky resin.

The Shereef became increasingly friendly.  He wanted

to know about South Africa, and felt greatly shocked

on hearing my Adderley Street adventure with the

tarbush,
"What  will  these  infidels be  doing next?"  he

called, and made an appropriate quotation from the

Koran,